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Little Big Cousin 


Charlotte 


| felt shattered when | woke up. A bitter laugh, but it quickly died away because everything hurt, | was 
shattered, shattered in pieces, beaten in the... Wait, was this a hospital? Beaten up by my ex (formally stil 
boyfriend, but now definitely ex). Hospital. | had to come to terms with that. 


Like a madman Jannik had punched me with his fists. | had bent over and raised my arms to protect my head, 
so his blows had landed on my back; sometimes he had broken through my passive defense and hit or kicked 
me in the stomach or in the ribs. In between his cell phone had rung, | had taken the chance to run away. He 
had caught up with me and yanked me back by my hair. That was the moment when | wound up my life. First, 
he'd peppered me on the floor or in the corners like a doll, then he'd proceeded by pulling my hair out in 
clumps. And all because of a jar of honey stuck to the table. And as if that wasn't enough, the bastard had 
then raped me. The memory hit me unprepared, | curled up in my bed like an embryo, a thick lump formed in 


my throat, hot tears shot out of my eyes. 


Then | felt a cool hand touch my hot cheek. A nurse was standing next to my bed. 


"Is good to have you back, Charlotte. How are you feeling? Physically, | mean. 


It took a while before | calmed down enough to speak. 


| hurt all over. Not so bad anymore, but | still feel it properly.’ 


"Wanna tell me why you're crying like that?" At that moment | realized that | was fed up with this primitive. | 
wanted to get away from him, but where? My parents were not an option, the rest of the family lived near 
Gällivare in Swedish Lapland and were probably snowed in. So to the women's shelter after all? Wait, no.. | could 
call Chris, he lived in Falun. And as far as | knew, he was even at home at the moment, because of studio 


recordings. 


The nurse had been waiting patiently. | nodded, determined to get this over with now. 


"What's your name, anyway?" 


"Lisa" 


"Okay, Lisa, l'm warning you, that's not gonna be a pretty story." | told her everything, from front to back 
How | had met Jannik, how we had moved in together, he had become unemployed, had started to drink and 
then also at some point to hit me. The occasions had become more and more trivial, and it had ended with a 
stuck honey jar. | told Lisa, not without bursting into tears again and again, what had happened. Also about the 
rape, after which Jannik had simply left me lying there like a broken doll. 


Lisa was horrified: "Go to the cops, report him." 


"You can count on it," | growled, "who actually called the ambulance?" 


"Your upstairs neighbor, | think" The woman was an angel. | still had to thank her. 


"And when did | get here? And most importantly, where am |?" 


"You were admitted the day before yesterday and this is Stockholm University Hospital" | nodded and asked 
Lisa to help me stand up. She did, and a few moments later | was standing shakily on my feet. 


"Is there a mirror here?" 


If | hadn't known it was my reflection looking back at me, | would have gotten it on with fear: My previously 
waist-length hair had given way to a bald skull that was literally plastered shut. Eyes, nose and lips were 
thickly swollen, the former shiners, the latter burst open. On my neck | had strangulation marks (| must have 
forgotten that, in any case | didn't remember it), arms, shoulders and legs had turned all the colors of the 


rainbow. | lifted my tank top: Belly and back didn't look much better. 


‘I'm a walking bruise," | stated, "I look like a." | broke off: in the hallway | heard Jannik's voice. Obviously they 
didn't want to let him see me, which didn't suit him at all. He yelled and screamed and insulted the staff and 
the security people who wanted to throw him out, fortunately with success; his roar of rage became quieter 


and quieter. Only now did | realize that | had been holding my breath and breaking out in a sweat. 


| lay back in bed, psychologically drained, and asked Lisa to give me my purse, from which | took out my cell 
phone and looked for Chris‘ number. | said, "Thanks for listening and helping me up. I'll call my cousin to come 


pick me up." Lisa nodded and left the room. 


"Rérland?" 


"Charlotte here.-l'm at Stockholm University Hospital. You have to pick me up, Jannik was already here, luckily 


they intercepted him in the hallway. Next time he'll just come to my room and take me. I'm so scared, Chris... 


With that, | burst into tears once again. 


Chris immediately understood: "I'm leaving right away. Where exactly are you lying?" 


‘ll find out and send you a WhatsApp. Bring reinforcements, | can't imagine Jannik letting me go without a 
fight, and he's guaranteed to show up again" | hung up, put the phone aside, got up and rang for the nurse. 
When she came, | asked her to get the ward doctor and explained what | had agreed with Chris. 


| can really only strongly advise you not to leave the hospital yet," the doctor, who had introduced himself as 


Anders, said to me. 


"And what are you gonna do when my ex comes back? He will, and that guy is dangerous. If there's no security 


then, who's gonna stop him from just taking me? You?" 


"But go to the doctor in Falun right away," Anders answered and sighed in resignation. | almost had given him a 
sarcastic answer, but was able to control myself: the man could not help what had happened to me, and his 


advice ultimately showed his honest concern for me. 


Finally, | signed the confirmation that | was leaving the clinic at my own request and against medical advice. 


Chris 


And because of this phone call, | was now sitting in the car with Joakim and driving to Stockholm. Since we 
have our own studio, it was not so bad that we let the recordings rest for an afternoon, especially since we 
wanted to record the drums at Peter's anyway. Par and Tommy could continue as well. Bring reinforcements. | 
immediately had thought of our singer. Sturdy and bulky like a tank and not exactly weak, he was friendly and 
good-natured, but knew how to defend himself. Indeed, he had been boxing for a few years' time. And once you 
had managed to make him angry, you should make that you got away. 


‘| really hope in his interest that he isn’t there" said tank declared at the moment. With a mischievous grin he 
added, "But in my interest, | hope he is." Did | mention that Jocke has a pronounced protective instinct and men 
who beat women are the last thing on earth for him, even more than for the rest of us? 


"And the guy really beat her to the hospital?" Joakim had asked me at the beginning of the ride. | had simply 
nodded. 


"What about her family?" 


"They talked Charlie into marrying a similar asshole back in the day. When she divorced him, they sort of 
disowned her. Then she met Jannik, and he started beating her after half a year. | don't know why she didn't 
break up with him.." 


We arrived at the station, where we witnessed a heavy argument, almost a fight. Two security guards were 
about to throw out a raging man. Damn, that was Jannik! | nudged Jocke and whispered to him: "That's the son 
of a bitch." Immediately my friend's face darkened. | did not touch him; nevertheless, | could almost feel him 
tense all his muscles and even lightly struggle to control himself. Only when Jannik had been moved out of 


sight did Joakim halfway relax again 


| knocked: "Come in," called my cousin's voice. | entered the room, Jocke behind me. Horrified, we stared at her, 
unable to think of anything. She stood before us in a tank top and sleep shorts, and there wasn't a spot on her 
body that wasn't tarnished in all the colors of the rainbow, swollen shut, or scarred. Her head looked the most 
drastic. Without thinking about it, | made two long steps and pulled her in for a protective embrace. 


"Well, kid." she tried sarcasm, "you better get used to the sight, it's gonna be with us for a while, I'm afraid." 


"What happened to your hair?", | finally brought out. 


"Jannik pulled it out in clumps. The scalp was pretty sore, and in places you could see the raw flesh. To treat 
that, they shaved my skull here. | don't care though, I'm alive and | managed to get out of this without taking 


permanent damage." 


Joakim's face had darkened again, obviously he did care : "How long did it go like this?" He tried to keep his 
voice neutral, even friendly, yet it was almost a rumble, and his eyebrows were raised threateningly. | could 
tell by the look on my cousin's face that she didn't know whether to be afraid or not. Already | took a step 


toward Jocke to ask him what that was all about, when Charlotte answered him. 


"A few years," she shrugged and looked at him uncertainly. Before Joakim could say anything else, Charlotte 
had curled up behind my back. 


Joakim 


| tried to see myself through Charlotte's eyes and suddenly felt ashamed. | saw a medium-sized, muscle-bound 
guy with a short-shaven mohawk and angular face. | could imagine how | must have looked to her, with 
threatening raised brows and angry gaze. She seemed to be more than a head shorter than me and, in 
contrary to me, very petite. | was serious, if | caught her ex | would probably catch a report, but she was 
the last person | should take it out on. Damn if, Brodén, get a grip! The woman has been badly beaten, and you 
have nothing better to do than intimidate her. | forced myself to relax. 


"Call me Jocke, everyone does," | extended my right hand to her and grinned sheepishly, "lm sorry, | didn't 


mean to scare you.” 


She grabbed it: "Charlie," and grinned back. From this | gathered that she wasn't mad at me. 


"I talked to the ward doctor, he knows you're coming to take me with you." That went to Chris. 


"You went out of the room?" rarely had | seen Chris so bewildered. 


"How batty do you think | am?" asked Charlie, upset, "I rang the bell and told the nurse, and she went and got 
the doctor." 


"OK," Chris was a little meek, "then I'll go to the ward doctor. Are you staying here, Jocke?" 


The nurse came in, "Charlotte, your ex-boyfriend, or whoever he is, is gone. Since we had to kick him out for 
the umpteenth time, we filed a report and the cops took him with them." Even | could feel the mountain falling 


from the petite woman's heart. 


At Chris 


"Tell me, who is Jocke anyway? Is he always like that?" 


"Jocke is our singer and composer. If you mean, if he gets usually angry so quickly - nope. He usually takes 
forever to get to the point at which you saw him today. But women, and especially if they have been abused, 
that is an absolute irritant for him. He then feels pity and is angry at the same time. | think Jannik really 
shouldn't cross his path." 


‘Oh, that's why he was so funny?" 


"Yes, that's why he was so funny," a voice from the back seat spoke up, "and no, lim not asleep," Joakim 
clarified, "but joking aside, Charlie: a friend of mine was raped as a teenager. I'd rather cut off a certain part 
than hurt you, or any other woman. Seriously, say something and I'll kick that asshole's ass. Until then," he 
yawned heartily, "I'll be happy to be your bodyguard." 


"Thanks," Charlie was visibly embarrassed. 


"What actually happened?", | asked. 


I'd rather not tell you that with Jocke around, he'll end up wrecking our car and we'll have to walk to Falun. | 


can't do that in my condition" 


"You have two strong guys with you who can carry you," Joakim replied, "and | promise to be nice." 


"All right, you'll have to know sometime anyway," and with that Charlotte told us the whole terrible story. 


Jocke and | were at first incredulous, then our bewilderment turned to anger. 


"| say it once again: say something, and I'll finish the asshole," Jocke's voice sounded pressed. | could only agree 
with him, but | kept that to myself. | didn't wanna worry somewhat frightened Charlotte any more. She 


apparently noticed my change of mood, because she said: 


"Thanks, guys. But as much as | would begrudge it to the shithead, | don't want you guys to catch any 
charges. That would definitely reflect on the band." 


Finally, we pulled up in front of my house, "So, here we are," | said as we got out of the car, which | then 


locked via remote control. 


"Come inl" 


| had explained the situation to my mother, and she had come over, made up the guest room, and brought 
clothes, toothbrush, and such for Charlie. The clothes were probably my sister Linda's, who was similarly 


petite to Charlie. 


"Do you guys want something to drink? Coffee, tea, juice, beer?" 


If you have lättöl beer. Otherwise, coffee. But water first, I'm thirsty." 


| gave her a big glass of water, which she downed in one gulp. Then | opened the door to the quest room, "This 
is your room. My mother fixed it up for you." Quickly, Charlie put down her purse and hooked up her cell 
phone to the power. | then showed her the toilet, the bathroom where my mother had placed a well-stuffed 
toiletry bag on her sink, the great room that housed the kitchen and living room, and my home studio. | was 
getting us three lättöl from the fridge when my phone rang. My mother was on the line, wanting to know how 
Charlotte was doing. When | returned about ten minutes later, Charlie was sitting on the patio with Jocke, 


drinking her beer and smoking a cigarette. She looked relatively relaxed. 


"Have you ever talked to your parents?", | inquired cautiously. 


Charlotte looked at me as if | had lost my mind: "Why should |? They officially want nothing more to do with 


me, and it's the same the other way around” 


"But. They're your." 


"Parents? Sorry, but parents who knowingly turn me over to a psychopath and abandon me with him? And 
don't wanna have anything to do with me for a long time anyway.. why should | still run after them? | don't 
see that at all.. what does it bring me, except more pain?" That sounded so final that | let the subject go. 


"And you? How are you doing?" asked Charlie after smoking silently for a few minutes. 


"Good," | replied truthfully, "I met someone a while back," | related, not quite as truthfully. 


"Tell me," she prompted me, and suddenly we were kids again, me seven, she twelve, and | was telling her about 
Malin, a girl I'd had a big crush on in elementary school. Then | had hurt myself and was crying, more from 
fright, and Charlie pulled me onto her lap and comforted me. Later, she tutored me in German because my 
grades were so bad; it had also been her to whom | had first come out, and she had backed me up and 
covered for me in front of my parents until | finally found the courage to tell them, too. They had responded 
positively, by the way. 


"Tell me," she repeated. With some difficulty, | returned to the present. 


"His name is Tobias," | began, "a totally nice guy. But not in the boring sense. About as tall as Jocke, but 
nowhere near as broad. Long blond hair, there's something kind of feminine about the whole guy... Remember 
Robban?" Jocke could no longer contain himself and burst into his booming laughter. Charlotte first looked 


irritated, then realized. 


"Let me guess: | already know him, and his name isn't Tobias. And he's neither blond nor particularly feminine.." 


at this she looked at Jocke, who blushed slightly. | had turned a deep red. 


"Well, you can hold hands for all | care. If you'll just be quiet at night..", she had said the last half-jokingly. 


‘| have to go to the bathroom," with that she rose and went into the house. 


When Charlotte had disappeared into the house, Jocke poked me in the side, "Really, honey! Fucking with your 
cousin like that..by the way: do | know this Tobias? Do | need to be jealous?" 


"Don't worry, he's a pure fantasy product of mine," | replied with a grin, kissing my boyfriend delicately on the 
lips. 


"And Charlotte is really your older cousin?" 


"Yes, five years." 
M 


"Wow. | didn't expect that now." 


"| don't know about you, but l'm hungry," Charlotte's voice rang out. 


| rose: "I'll cook." 


"IIl help you.- Do you have any music there?" 


"Am | a musician? What do you wanna listen to?" 


"Preferably you guys, I'm interested" Sabaton, then. | picked out a playlist and played it over the sound system. 


Screaming Eagles was the first song. 


"Is that you, Jocke?" Charlie asked my boyfriend whose raspy, powerful baritone filled the room. He nodded as 


he sang along to the song, sometimes softly, sometimes louder. 


"Gives me goosebumps," she commented as she continued to chop onions. 


"Thank you," my boyfriend gloated, adding, "I don't think my voice is that great" 


Charlie looked at him in amazement, "Your modesty honors you. But: deep, raspy, full of energy and totally 


expressive. Plus, you could probably sing even classical stuff with the proper lessons, with your resonance." 


"I can only sing about half of the stuff | compose," Jocke objected. 


"Then you're a ‘better’ composer than singer. So what? That doesn't mean you're a bad singer. - But tell me, 


you mix the bass in so quietly, you can hardly hear it. It's a pity. But the solos are great.” 


"Thanks," | grinned delightedly. 


Charlotte 


After dinner, Jocke said goodbye and we sat down on the terrace again, | smoked two or three more cigarettes 
and an hour later we went to bed. | changed my clothes, brushed my teeth and looked at my cell phone before 
| went to sleep. Shif, a thought flashed through my mind, cell phones can be tracked | quickly turned the thing 
off, then lay down on my bed and tried to calm down. Easier said than done. The thoughts rushed through my 
head. Jannik, my parents, Chris, my aunt Lisa, his mother, Nurse Lisa, Jocke... | turned over and wanted to 
sleep. But my all too lively mind quickly showed me that wanting is not the same as being able. Jannik was 
haunting my mind, and the thought that he might have tracked my cell phone made me sick with fear. Sighing, 
| got up, went to the kitchen and got myself a glass of water, which | drank in small sips. | decided to go to 
Chris and ask him if | could sleep over. So | went quietly upstairs. Chris hadn't shown me that, though, and | 
would have to open all the doors.. or not. Behind a half-open door, | heard soft sleeping sounds. 


So | had found the bedroom, decided not to wake Chris, and lay down on the spare side of his bed, pulling the 


covers over me and snuggling up to him. 


"Charlie? Can't sleep?" Chris had woken up after all, had turned to look at me. He put his hand to my cheek; | 


started crying again. 


"What l'm gonna do if he manages to track my phone? | turned it off now, but it was on the whole time.." 


"Come on, sweetheart," he put his arm around me and pulled me close, "don't worry about it. If he comes, he's 


out of luck, not you." 


"You think so?" 


"Sure. Knowing my bandmates, you'll be family to them. To Jocke, you probably already are.. guys who beat up 
women are nothing but scum for us. We'll take care of personal security for you tomorrow. Now go to sleep." | 
wasn't completely reassured, but Chris had sounded very convincing, his body heat and the (although we hadn't 


seen each other for a while) familiar scent did the rest, and | fell asleep. 


Appointments 


The next morning | called my buddy Björn, who owned a personal protection agency. In short, | explained what 


my call was about. 


"Your cousin would probably prefer a woman then." Björn thought out loud, "I can think of someone. She has 
experience with children and abused women and good references. Wait, I'll see if she's available... yes, she is. I'll 


send her over to your house this afternoon. Her name is Luise. I'll give her the contract: 


"All right, thanks." So, that was settled. A call to my family doctor followed, to have her look at Charlie and 
change her bandages. Then | called my lawyer, explained the situation there as well and asked if we could do 
something against Jannik, a restraining order. He explained the procedure, which was to start with Charlie 
documenting the assaults on her. | winced inwardly. Besides, a doctor needed to record her injuries. So | called 
the doctor's office again. The receptionist explained they would request the records from the hospital and 
Charlotte would have to sign a confidentiality release. 


But against my fears, my cousin reacted tough: "| have to start sometime," she sighed, "I'll do it right away, 
then I'll have it over with. Just don't leave me alone with it, okay?" | gave her a pad and pencil, and after two 
hours she was done. Apparently with her nerves, too: tears rolled down her cheeks. | hugged her to me, "Well 


done." 
"What do | do if..?" 


"Shh, calm down. Like | said, if this guy shows up, he'll get his ass kicked. Remember what Jocke said? That 
goes for all of us. And there are five of us." Tentatively, Charlotte smiled. 


"Come on," | said, "let's go see the lawyer first and then the doctor, let him look at it, plus he has to document 


your injuries." 


She visibly winced, "Can't we see a woman doctor?" 


"My doctor is a woman," | reassured her. From the road, | called both the lawyer and the doctor's office to let 
them know we were on our way. To the lawyer's office, | dashed in briefly to drop off Charlie's notes and set 
up an appointment to talk. 


Then we drove on to the doctor's office. The first thing she did was sign the release of confidentiality. Then, 
when Charlie was called, | asked if | should come with her. She said yes, and together we entered the 
treatment room. Dr. Strém examined her, looked at her wounds, renewed the bandages and asked many 
questions, all of which Charlie answered, which was obviously not easy for her. All the while, she dictated 


documentation of Charlie's wounds to the aide. When she was asked to undress, | wanted to leave the room. 


"Stay," Charlie begged me. "You already know everything." | saw the bruises on the inside of her thighs and was 
so startled that | almost fell out of my chair. As an aside, | noticed that really no part of her body was free 
of bruises. Everything in me convulsed with pity. 


Charlie saw my horror and held out her hand: "So, now you know," she whispered. Dr. Strém looked at us, 


equally sympathetic and confused, then coolly asked me, "Was that you?" 


Charlie looked like she was about to lash out at the woman, but then just (heatedly) set the record straight: 
"My ex abused me for years. Chris is my cousin, he picked me up from Stockholm yesterday with a friend. 
Since my parents have turned their backs on me, he and my aunt are the only family | have left. He's half- 
crazed with worry about me, you can believe that." She calmed down a bit and added, "Chris and | are like 


siblings. He's the most gentle person you can imagine." 


"Sorry then. Right, you wanted to go out earlier," this went to me, "get an appointment up front for the day 
after tomorrow." We did; then we left the office. Charlotte looked agitated. She had been through the abuse 


twice. Once at home, when she had documented it for the court, and then again with Dr. Strom. | carefully put 
my hand on her shoulder. She looked up at me. In her eyes | saw how distraught and unhappy she was. 


"Shall we go home, have something to eat?", | asked. Silently, she nodded. 


After lunch, the doorbell rang. | looked through the peephole. A young woman was standing outside. That had to 
be the bodyguard. 


| opened the door for her: "Chris. Come on in," | shook her hand, "she's on the terrace. Straight through." 
Charlie was sitting at the table, smoking and drinking coffee. 


"Would you tell her, please? | don't have the energy right now. And please not here," she turned: "Please don't 
think I'm rude. I'm Charlie and you must be Luise." She still waited for them to signal acknowledgement and 


turned back around. 


"Come on into the living room. Would you like some coffee or water?" After bringing Luise the glass of water 
she wanted, | explained, "Charlie's been through some bad stuff. Her ex beat her up for years and, | learned 
yesterday, raped her too. She made a documentary for court this morning, got a medical exam for it, and had 
to relive the whole thing because of it" Luise nodded in understanding; her eyes widened almost imperceptibly 


in dismay. 


"And you are?" 


"Her little cousin. Chris Rörland. | play guitar in a band. Yesterday our singer and | picked Charlotte up from 
Stockholm University Hospital.” 


"Björn said you would bring the contract?" She handed me the contract, which | read and signed. 


"So I'm supposed to protect her from her ex," Luise guessed. 


"Yes, in case that he shows up here." 


"And when, at what times, do you need me?" 


"We're in the studio recording an album," | explained, "which means | have to leave here early in the morning. I'll 
probably take her with me part of the time, too, so she can get her mind off things. Keep her company, go 
shopping together, she needs clothes badly. | don't think being alone is good for her right now." 


"You are a model cousin. | would have thought you were more like her big brother from the way you act.- 


Shall | start tomorrow?" 


"Monday. Tomorrow I'll take her to the studio.” 


"Then I'll say goodbye now." She held out her hand. 


In the Studio 


Charlotte 


| had been sitting on the patio smoking all afternoon yesterday. Chris had left me alone, which | had 
appreciated, and had adjourned to his studio to play guitar. Since this one didn't have a soundproof door, | had 
heard him and concluded that my cousin was a fucking genius. He coaxed notes out of his guitar that | hadn't 
known existed and played frantically fast sequences of notes, by the sound of it, up and down the fretboard, 


sometimes abruptly. 


At breakfast | spoke to him about it. He smiled: "If you like that, | can take you to the studio. Ive already 
talked to Jocke." 


"Thanks," a load fell off my mind, "then | don't have to stay here alone." 


"You wouldn't have had to anyway, Luise would have been there. She's coming for the first time on Monday." 


"Hej, jag ar Par. Ar du Charlotte 


"Call me Charlie, everyone does." 


"All right, Charlie. Nice to meet you." | liked him right away. Friendly, cheerful, good-humored - he gave an 
impression of basic contentment. But although the cheerfulness seemed quite genuine, | registered that there 
was a certain melancholy underneath. Par was not particularly tall, one meter sixty-five maybe, but still taller 


than me. He wore jeans, a T-shirt, and a baseball cap that sat backwards on his long, straight blond hair. 


"Well, come with me," he encouraged me, leading the way into a room dominated by large mixing desks. There 
Jocke sat on a swivel chair, listening with high concentration to the guitar playing of a tall long-haired blond in 
a glass booth, focusing on the monitor to which the console must have been connected and making minute 
adjustments to its knobs. Neither of them noticed us; | was as quiet as a mouse, not wanting to disturb the 


concentration of the two professional musicians. The blond was good. Really good. 


When he was done, he came out of the booth, walked right up to me and held out his hand, "Tommy. You must 
be Chris's cousin." He smiled broadly. Tommy had really long golden blond hair and a soft face that made him 
look like an angel. On top of that, he seemed to have hardly any beard growth. | introduced myself. 


Jocke, who had made a few more adjustments, joined us. Almost painfully tight, he hugged me, "Hello, little one. 
You okay?" Did he even know how strong he was? If so, he was definitely having trouble getting the dosage 
right. 


"Unfortunately not like this," | replied, "we're trying to get a restraining order, and I've had to document my 


experiences and have been medically examined... Took a lot out of me." 


Jocke gave me another tight hug, "I can imagine." He looked at me sympathetically before letting go. 


Tommy and Par looked questioningly. 


"Be a dear and tell them, kiddo, okay?" | asked Chris. 


The three of them snorted, "She didn't seriously call you kiddo, did she?" 


‘Older cousin's prerogative," | answered for Chris, playfully arrogant, though | really didn't felt like joking. 


"What, you're older?" asked Tommy incredulously. 


"A whole five years," Chris replied for me this time. 


"Okay, Chris. So tell me," Par said. 


"Is Hannes still coming? I'd rather wait for him. The story's not so nice that | wanna tell it twice." Just at that 
moment the door of the studio opened, and a giant of a man came in. Probably about six feet tall, slim, broad- 
shouldered, trained. He came straight up to me and introduced himself, "Hannes. And you're Charlotte?" | 

nodded, | didn't have the energy for anything else. Jannik seemed to be omnipresent here as well. Hopefully that 


would change once everyone knew. 


"Wanna accompany me, Jocke? You already know everything and | have to get out of here now." We left the 
studio and stepped out into the sunshine. The birds were chirping, the air smelled like spring, and it was 
delightfully warm (warm by Swedish standards, around ten degrees maybe). | had pulled up the hood of my 
hoodie, first the air right against my bare skull was still unfamiliar, second it was still plastered shut. Jocke 
and | went to a coffee shop downtown. He told us that he was from Falun, that Sabaton had been around for 
twenty years and that he and Par were the last remaining founding members. After paying, we leisurely 


strolled back towards the studio. 


When we got there and entered the living area, Chris came towards me and cuddled me: "You have five 
unofficial bodyguards in addition to Luise since today." Then he revealed the view of three deeply shocked 
looking men. Par was the first to shake off his shock stupor. He stepped towards me, hugged me gently, and 
kissed me softly on the cheek. 


Then he said, "Welcome to the Sabaton family. You may not have parents anymore, but you have us now." It 


sounded kind of solemn. 


